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YOUR BOY DOESNT NEED 
MEDICINt MRS. BROWN- 
HE NEEDS COPIES OF 
STAR RANGER AND STAR 
CO/WICS MAGAZINES 
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COMICS I RANGER 




IMPORTANT! 

You Inow, every once in a white we do something real 
important, and we feel pretty swell aboot it. Well, this 
month wd did something Importont — we helped Santa 
Claus figure out some nice gifts for all our READER 
FRIENDS. We told him thot we thought you'd like to receive 
copies of FUNNY PAGES. FUNNY PICTURE STORIES; 
STAR COMICS, and STAR RANGER to add mora ch«r 
to the YULETIDE SPIRIT. 

Do you thinlc that Sonto would hond out a present which 
he hasn't thoroughly examined? No, Sirl Not Old Saint Niclcl 
Me sat himself down and storted lool^ing over the pages of 
our CARTOON magazines. Would you believe it, he was 
so absorbed in the INTERESTING stories, and LAUGHED 
so long at the HILARIOUS gags.that he was almost late 
for his annual tripl He put Ms official OKAY on them, and 
filled up his sack with plenty of copies for everyone! 

Yes, Sireel When it comes to a nice gift that everybody 
appreciates, you can't beat FUNNY PAGES, the DIME 
magazine with the DOLLAR VALUEI You'll start laughing 
the minute you look at the COVER, and you'll KEEP right 
on laughing through the WHOLE book. And there are 
PLENTY of EXCITING STORIES, todl 

FUNNY PICTURE STORIES is Ihe BIG cartoon mogaiino 
which Is just FULL of PEP. ZIP, and ACTION! The ADVEN- 
TURE and MYSTERY stories are positively THRILLINGI 

STAR COMICS it another RIB-TICKLING cartoon 
VALUE— FUNNY from cover to COVER! And if you're 
looking for FAST MOVING, SIX SHOOTER stories of the 
GOLDEN WEST, make sure you get a copy of STAR 
RANGER . . .Don't forget. EVERY PAGE of these cartoo-* 
magazines is BRILLIANTLY COLORfDI! 

In conclusion, let us wish EVERY ONE of you a MERRY, 
MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY TIME WITH FUNNY 
PAGES! 
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Men Of tetter* 



Jesf A Minute 
Pfoth On The Bo^o 
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^ki^ s^-^ / Famous Chargers Of History ~ Spots 

Abdalfch 1 Laughing At Lit f MoIIie 

Jitney Joe \ Top N o t c h e r> Dinky Pup 

Block & Tan Mr. W h i p p 1 ey Smart Alec 

His Highness Joe Tick M ^ Block & Fall 

Gnaw & Nibble CJtp-Tfvorpe Missing Links 

Desert Pirates Ann How Cheerio Minstrels 

Good Mornin' Judge Bingo The Great Boodin! 



'^^•es 



FUNNY PAGES i. publiih.d monthly by Ulf.m P«bli«li«M. I~.. M««( M.rfi. ll.no,.. EdHeriol offic. 2H FIW 
Avinu.. Ni. York. N. Y. EM.r»d o. M.OHd clo.i mott.r ot perf offi... Mount Morm IH,no,., L.nd.r get »*«<"''' 3, rm. 
Swb.crlptio» p'iCi 12 l«u.. in th. Unii.d Slot., ond Ih po«t..ion. «i>d Conodo. *I.OO. Sinsl. <op.*., 10 «ntv 

Th, p»bll>h.f> o«.pt no ...poMibllity (or «n,oli«it.d drcwir-sj or monuKflph but will «.«... d«. «.. m ho«dl,n9 
.««. Drawina> and monoKrlpii to f".'!*. ton.id.roHori. muil b. oecompoti,.d by po.log. tuffici.nt to in.ur. th.ir 
.to-; 7o oTn. VEroRESUBMTTING DRAWINGS OR MANUSCRIPTS WRITE FOR INSTRUCTIONS Thi. mogo.in. 
p'lnlld i» U S." lV«d.nli'. Joint. COPY RIGHTED. 1937. by ULTEM PUBLICATIONS. INC. All right. r...ry.d. 



THE GREAT 





IF THAT OLD CAT 
CAME AROUND 
NOW.I'D&IVE , 
HIM THE WORKS.' 



bov/ that apple jack 
sure puts 8prin&s 
in your fallen arches! 
whoopee/ 




/ftv STARS/ Tow\^^Y pussvfdot is 

OOIN'INTO THE BARNfA^Y POOR 
LITTLE BOYB WILL BE EATEN 
ALNE / 









COWE a-runnin&,captain! 

LOOKS LIKE WiURDERlN 
THE. OLD RED BftHN.' 



CALLING ftLLCARS 

TO RED BARN , 
ON SHADY lane! 




MISSING 




■%t 



WELL,DO VOU STIU. 
THINK THESE PEOPLE 
ARE CIVILIZED? 





li/i.'Sa//.. . 



■\ I PROPOSE 
WE LAND,- 




■^ I WANT ED TO 
EARN MONEY 
TO COME TO 
THE CITY. 




WHAT ARE THOSE 
TH1N&5 PINNED 
ON VOUR COAT? 




TOP-NOTCHERS 




MANK&ER OF STEVE DUDAS AND EX-MANAOER 
or LUIS HRPO.ONE OP THE ONLY MEN TO 
FLOOR JACK CEiA?SEy. 





IK 1929 BILL WAS AGO- 
MANA&EROr HRFO WIT? 
HU&H GARTLAND. BILL 
AND HUGH BALLYHOOED 
THEIR yiGHTER INTO A 
JAATCH WITH DEMP5EY 
YTHO WAS HEAVYWEIGHT 
CHAMKON AT THKT 
TIME. 



nRPOWASAGIWJTWITHACRUSHINGPUNCHIN 
HIS RI&HT HAND.IT WA& ONE OFTHSS£SAiASHIK& 
RIGHTS THAT SPILLED DEMPSEY INTO THE LAPS 
OFTHEPRESSJ^EN'WHO ASSISTED HIM BACK INTO 
THE RlNG.DENVPSiy SHQUU) HAVE BEEN DISaUA- 
UPIEDBUTGARTLAND.VmoWASIKTIBPO'S COR- 
NER,rAIU:DT0PROTBOT.M«CAIlNEyWASTUR10U5 
ATGARTLAND POR THIS ANDTHUS BEGAN THE 
niNG'S MOST FAMOUS FEUD. 



IN 1936Vf HEN STEVE DUDftS,JAANAGED 
BSTM^CARNEy^FOUGHT BUDD/ RATS 
MANAGED B7 GARTLAND,TKEy SNISD 
AFEUD THAT LASTED IsyEARS. 




ROSeS ARE REDANt) VIOLETS eUJE- 
I'D SKIP THIS PAGE IF 1 WERE VOU. 



WAS voo «■ yOUR 

DAUGHTER'S WEDDING-? 




AH WUZ Busy LOOKIN' 
FOR A JOB FOR THE 
GROOM/ 




-^ % 



AH OION'T EAt NO DINNER 
AN' AH GOT NO MONEY FOR 
SUPPER.' . 



7^ 



/rtY.yOU'LL BE 
AWFUL HUNGRY 
IN THE m orning! 




BIG FISH LIVE ON 
THE LITTLE FISH. 



YOU MEAN BIG 
FISH EAT 

sardines/ 




ITHATS what! 
AH SAID. 



WELL-HOW PO THEY 

GET 'EM OUT OF TWE 

CAN? 





c we/fl" THROUGH My « 




DOES YO STIR YOUR COFFEE 
WITH VOUR RIGHT OR YOUR 
LEFT HAND? 



NEW HOUSE AIM'T GOT A RAW/. 



GOOONESS-WHftT DO VOU 
WALK ON ? 




WHAT 00 VOU MEAN VOU WU2 
6LACK BERRYING -THIS MORNING- 



I WENT TO A 
COLORED FUNERAL 





I 6CT THAT YOU'RE ALL SORftV NOW- 
YOUR FACE IS IN A RAGE. 
YOU DIDN'T HEED THE GOOD ADVICE 
FOUND ON THE OTHER PAGE. 
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V/HAT HAVE I &0T TO I |6?fl ^ 

DOWITH CHINA AND (rrvi L'^* 

JAPAN? J W'lv 

— T^^^ 1 '^ 




IDOri'TLIKE ANY 
GUY THAT RA9SES 
THE. BUCK. 



"\; 
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BLDCK 



ANP 




rOB W L.U*1T 

WHCM K coun.h 

PlIHT CLAW HA- 

fiHOVBL COM.! 




■tHl6 16 OONNA B£ -tbu6H- 
we BETTeR, ft£4T A W»«L£ 
AFOR£ WE ilfrW T'WORA- 



THEflB JU5r ftlrfT HO 
UfAnh TH' CAP'N WOlfT 
GO TO WUeN H& T(WK 
A OlSLlKE. TO YOO- 



Bi.M>l Me-ir- 1 
t-in~! okjio twe 

CftP'M OIOM'T 
THIHK OF- TH16 
SOOM£^- 



RlCjVn, 6lOC«,M6. LAO- 
we OUOUT TBE IN , 
PORT AfOfte flAOftUiM- 
-I'M *.-ViON0£RW ^*OW 
UONQ TUfiT STBAW 
WlU- STRV OP AFpWt 
we WAP1A ^T(W.t 










NOW, LOCK- mVE'RE 
STOPPED— THE 

ENOINES AIN'T 



BETTeR 8e TftMN' 
A PERSOMftL TftlP ^0 
THE EtJgjNE ROOfA- 




cf?^ 



WE OlONT 
HAVE HO CTKEQ. 
VCW Bur T'BU6T 
IHTO VOUR. R-CXVrt, - 
AWC£T VooftClDWEl 

enilER. CftTH- 

3 



w^e Almost throuqm 

Your UWiFOftrti. cftpr-t- 
BUT WERe WAVtN' ft 
UTlLe TROUBLE PRrel^l■ 
iT VAVA A SHOVeU! 





LOCy.'&M UPi 






V/CLL' V/E'Re PlNAUy 

CLEA0.OF THE REEF' 
LUCKY vVe Alfl'T, 



WELL MAVE "TPur OUT T$eA 
A'0AltJ,<5>« -we ORlFTEO WAV 
IN WWe.M TH06E 6O0&6 
LET THE js-,-, STEAW 





S. 



FTtR LOHQ.COLD WOUKS OF THE 
NK>HT, BREft?6 THE COLD, ORftV; pAV/tt-^ 



voy sone Fic&efteo 

OOT fl FVME M&c,^ 
R3« Ufi -AIN'T NO 
CHANCE 0' gE-lW 
FpUNO Af^ORE 
fefti " 




CfiP'N- X JUST RE- 
CEIVED A RftOiO \- 
LftRM- A COUPLE O' 

oere.lictc> have 
efcEM i-iauiED ev 

THE. AlC 
PATROL 
IN OUR , 
VICIN IT// 

V 





WE ouoKT ■rter A 

CITATION PORTHlS, 

y 



aQHT.CAPN-VEU. BE A 
HtRO " LOOl^- -THERE 
THgy AP.E/ 












UEAVE 
THEM A 




1 


m 





-AN'TEMlTm5 HOUSE 
ADDRESS.' 



"V 



AN" WELL DO, 
A GOOD job! 




-on OONT i-OO^UKE. \ 
DE KIND OP HOU^E R 
T'WR&tK- ^^ 



GIT TvJOR^AH 
NEEDS OftT 
N6W sun 1 





TV > 




■ 3X BtLtXJV 
■Vtnj FOOLS? 



THIS 16 3X BtLtXJW STREET- 







GENUmD SAC IKDIAH AKD ONE OF 
THE GREATEST ALL AROUWD ATHE" 
LETES OF ALL TIME -HE WAS A 
TOP-hTOTCHER m SUCH SPORTE" A9 
FOOTBALL , BASEBALL , Ai^D OK T«E 
TRACK. 





m W17 , THORP WA5 A MEMBER OF 
THE AMERICAK OLYMPIC TEAM 
COMI^TIMG m STOCKHOLM. HIS 
VICTORIES IN THE PECATHLOjj 
AKD PENTATHLOK 90 IMPT^E-ff^ED 
THE EUROrarAK? THAT HE WA9 
DECORATED B/ THE KING OF ?WeDEX 



THEVrAR 1915- POUHD HIM A MEMBER 
OF THE (SlA'irT? UlflDERr M<-GRAW.1T 
WASM'T LON(J BEFORE HE WAS ONE OF 
WIEFR FOREJWOffT BA9E RONKER?. 





IT WA5 HI? ACHIEVEMEUT9 IN 
FOOTBALL FOR WHICH HE WA9 
A05T MOTED. COACHED BY POP 
WARMER. WELFED THE CA3^t9LE 
INDIAH SCHOOL TO WIN THE 
CHAMFIOH^HIP lU WIZ.AND MADE 
THE ALL AAVEI^ICAK TEAM THE 
SAME YEAR, 



THAT'5 RNE,DOC' 
CAN! WEAR 

fi LASSES FOR 
THAT? 

-V 




HOW'S YOUR 
HEARING? 




I SAID HEARlNfr' 
YOU DON'T HEAR 
VERY WEUt. 

— yr- 



NOPE.I CAN'T HEAR 
ATHINS.'HOWAeOuT 
GLASSES FOR THAT; 
DOC? 




y\'fAffim, YOUR 

HEART IB BEATING.' 



WELL, WHAT OlO 
YOU EXPECT^ 




OH.lMtAN IT'S 
BEATING TOO LOUD 
ANDTOOTAST.' 





SOUNDS A BIT 
HOLLOW/ 



THAT'S 'CAUSE I DIDNT 
HAVE BREAKFAST YET.' 
HOW ABOUT THOSE 
&LAS9ES. DOC? 



SAY.THERE ISNTATH1N& 
WRONG WITH VOU/ 




ME^ DF LETTRHS 





1809 EDGAR ALLAKI POE le^^? 

O LITERAHY CAREER WAS MOR£ UNTXJRTUNATE THAN THAT 
OF ED&AR ALLAN POE.THE AUTHOR OF "THE GOLD BUG^rTHE 
RAVENVTHE NAR.'RATIVE OF ARTHUR GORDON PyAVUHDAaTOO 
FEW OTHER BRILLIANT GEMS OP AMERICAN PROSE AND POETRy. 
A BEAUTIFUL,SENSIT1VE BOy ,THE SON OF POOR ACTORS. HE WAS AN 
ORPHAN ATTHE A&E OFTHREE.FOLLOWINfr HIS MOTHER'S DEATH,HE 
WAS TAKEN TO THE HOME OF FRANCES ALLAN.WIFE OF JOHN ALLAN, 
A PROSPEROUS RICHMOND.VIR 



IGINIA MERCHANT. 




IN THE ATMOSPHERE OF THIS STERN SCOTCH HOUSEHOLD HE 
GREW TO yOUNG JAANHOOD. BEING ALTERNATELY PAMPERED 
BY FRANCES ALLAN AND REPRIMANDED BY HIS GODFATHER. 
JOHN ALLAN.ATV^HOSE STINGINESS AND FVER VIGILANT 

CENSURE THE SPIRITED yOUTH OFTEN REBELLED.FINALLTTO RID 
HIS HOUSE OF HIS "TROUBLESOME'-WARD, JOHN ALLAN SENT POETO 
THE UNlVERSITy OF VIRGINIA.ALLOWINGHIM. INeUFFICIENT MONEy 
FOR HIS ACTUAL NECESSITIES. POE TOOK TO GAMBLING TO PAY HIS 
D^BTS AND riNALLy "WAS FORCED TO LEAVE THE UNIVERSITy . 





OE SUBSEOUENTCy ENTERED WEST POINT.BUT ViA5 SOON DISAlISSED 
TOR INSUBORDINATION.DlSOWrTED BY JOHNALLAN.HE WEiTTTO UVE 
IK PCfVERiy Y/rm his father's 3!sTER,MRS.MARIACLEMM..YniEK 
HE WAS TVmmy-SGVEK HE JWABBIBOiARS.CLEMWS DAU&HTER;VIR&INIA. 
HEREAVAINGD AnEVOTEDHUSBfiNDVNTILYnVJimADIEDELEVBNyEMl&LATER.HB 
LIVED UNDER THE PROTECTIVB WIN& OFiARS.CLEiAM. TOR THE REST OF HtS LIEX,YrmCH 
LASTED BUTTWOyEABS ATTEP. msWirE'S DEATH.THOUGHTHE JAAN HIM&ELT "WAS 
UNABLE TO COPE WITH THE WORLD.THE OUTOTANDIMG AJKERICAN LITERAKy 
COHTBIBUnONS OPTHE PERIOD^WERE IWAGINKTIVE CREM10N5 OF EDGAR ALLAN POB. 




ZOO/r- THERE'S NO CHIMNEY 
AND HE DON'T FIT IN THE DOOR .' 



__JSI!!!B^ — ^ 




ZOO/r- THERE'S NO CHIMNEY 
AND HE DON'T FIT IN THE DOOR •' 



#. 
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ON THE BOTTOM 



NORMAN 

DANIELS 




David Dean, intrepid adventurer, leaned 
over the bow of the motor launch and watched 
the white caps intently. A call from the Naval 
Intelligence Service had brought him rushing 
to the submarine testing grounds. After a 
consultation with Navy Officials he had been 
sworn in as a special agent. They needed a 
man who wasn't known to be a member of the 
Intelligence Service. 

And it was Dave Dean who saw the white 
ghostly face first. Had the sea been rough, 
the body wouldn't have been discovered so 
easily. Dean grabbed a boat hook and gently 
eased the corpse closer to the motor launch. 
Willing hands lifted it into the gunwales 
and laid it gently down. Dean's face was 
grimly set and his fists clenched. 

He drew a sharp breath. "Jay Connors was 
one of my best friends," he said quietly. 
"That was the only reason I consented to 
help you. Now he's dead." 

"Easy. Dean." Commander Rollins, in com- 
mand of the Eastern Unit of Naval Intelli- 
gence operation moved closer to Dean's side. 
"Jay Connors wasn't the only man to die. 
There are seven others on the bottom in the 
hulk of that submarme." 

"But Connors and 1 were friends," Dean 
went on doggedly "He was murdered, Com- 
mander, Muidered in cold blood. I know he 
was." 



Commaner Rollins frowned and the end of 
his cigar glowed brightly as he took a tremen- 
dous puff on it. 

"I won't say as to that. It is strange though 
that Connors is the only one of the trapped 
men to come to the surface. How in the world 
did he get out of that sub unless somebody 
left the hatch open? An9 if that happened. 
we have another question. How did the six 
others get away? Elisha Abbott — the inventor 
of that submarine, his navigator, engineer 
and three members of the crew were able to 
get into the air lock and get out before she 
sank too deeply." 

Dean was kneeling beside the body of his 
friendi He pointed to the dead man's right 
hand. 

"It's smashed ! Somebody did that. sir. 
Why, I don't know, but before we go any 
further with this case, I want to ask a favor." 
■ "Nothing doing," Commander Rollins snap- 
ped. "You want to accompany the experi- 
mental cruise of the sister sub to the one that 
went down last night. I can't let you do 
that." 

Dean stood looking down at the body of his 
friend. Commander Rollins stroked his chin 
thoughtfully. Then he made a decision. 

"I've changed my mind. It's your job if you 
want it. I think we may be wrong in assum- 
ing the S-38 sank because of sabotage. There 



could have been some technical fault. Even 
Abbott admits that." 

"Maybe," Dean said grimly, "but 1 want to 
be sure. Thank you, sir — for the opportunity." 

Dave Dean adjusted his uniform hat and 
scanned himself in the mirror before he left 
his hotel room, He was dressed as a Lieuten- 
ant of the United States Navy. His position 
aboard the S-39 was that of naval observer 
from the Pacific Fleet. 

Elisha Abbott he found to be a preoccupied, 
nervous old man worn to a near breakdown 
by his narrow escape from death and the loss 
of his submarine. With him in his ofiBce were 
two of his men. Bainter was the navigator 
and Capen the engineer. They too were 
shaken from their ghastly experience. Bainter 
explained to Dave what had happened, 

"We had submerged. I had just closed the 
hatch of the conning tower, but I had left 
the inner hatch open, which saved our lives. 
We went down about twenty fathoms, I think. 
Then the sub listed to port baSly. Things 
began to fly around the control room. I ran 
for the hatch. Water began to seep in. I took 
command. The men forward were able to get 
into the air lock under the hatch and get out. 
I wanted to look for the other poor devils, but 
there wasn't time. That sub was doomed and 
I knew it." 

Dave nodded s^dly. "She may have struck 
a submerged wreck. We'll know if they ever 
float her again. How about the S-39F Has she 
been checked?" 

"Perfectly." Bainter said. "I went over the 



whole ship myself. So did your own navy 
engineers and Mr. Abbott, too. This one won't 
sink. It'll be too bad if she does. Abbott has 
worked for years perfecting these subs." 

Dave was one of the last to board the sleek 
submarine as it lay just out of dry dock. 
He walked across a narrow gangplank and 
stepped to the bridge. A navy cutter stood by, 
ready to sail in the wake of the sub. Three 
navy officers came aboard. Thev had been 
warned to expect Dave and the men ex- 
changed salutes and greetings. One of them, 
Commander Evans, took Dave aside. 

"What do you think of it?" he asked. "Was 
the sinking of the S-38 an accident?" 

"I don't know, sir," Dave said. "It looks 
very odd. The ship had teen checkect and 
nothing was wrong when she submerged. 
Abbott has worried for months over the pos- 
sibilities of spies getting aboard and steal- 
ing his secrets. It may be that a bomb was 
planted to blow the sub up, hut I don't see 
the advantage of destroying the sub unless 
Abbott's plans have been copied and this 
craft we're on now is a duplicate of the first. 
A spy would have to destroy both." 

"Which," the navy officer remarked slowly, 
"is what I'm afraid of. Got to go below. Better 
come along. They'll be closing the main hatch 
soon." 

Dave went below. He had been on sub- 
marines before, ^ut he had never experienced 
the same feeling that possessed him when the 
hatch closed with a grim thud of finality. 




Dave could almost feel the fanning breeze of 
Death as the hatch was closed. 

Bainter. in the control room, shouted an 
order through his phone. 

"AH hatches closed! Ready to submerge! 
Open number five port main ballast. Open 
number nine starboard main ballast." 

The submarine began to move. The floor 
slanted forward a little. They were nosing 
down. Bainter spun the periscope, looking for 
craft that might be approaching. He saw only 
the cutter standing by and barked further 
orders. More ballast tanks were flooded. The 
Diesel motors pumped air from the reservoir 
and the sleek submarine's kee) leveled off. 
Abbott, trembling tike a leaf in the wind. 
walked across the control room and took over 
the operation of the sub- 

"I can't understand it," Abbott said for the 
tenth time. "I went over the S-38 from stem 
to stern. There wasn't a* thing wrong with it. 
Somebody must have opened a hatch or 
smashed a hole in the side of the craft. She 
flooded in three minutes." 

"It must have been an accident," Dave tried 
to reassure the old man. "Tell you what I'll 
do — I'll search this ship now. How many men 
are aboard?" 

"Besides ourselves, seven men," Abbott 
said. "Just enough to operate the craft. Be 
careful, young man. The sinking of the S-38 
waa not an accident. I know it wasn't. There 
were spies aboard"— or they fixed that ship 
to sink before we submerged. They don't 
want the United States to have this sub. 
Every foreign nation in the world wants to 
learn its secret." His voice dropped to a 
whisper. "Do you know that this craft has a 
cruising range twice as far as any other sub? 
We carry more torpedoes and our tubes are 
so efficient that a miss is impossible. Why — 
I was offered a million dollars to reveal the 
plans to an agent of an international company 
interested in war cr^ft." ' 

Capen, the engineer, slipped off the metal 
stool near the engine room telephone. "I'll go 
with you," he told Dave. "1 know this sub — 
every inch of her. You'll need a guide." 

Capen led the way through a bulkhead door. 
They walked through the battery room, across 
the steel floor of the torpedo room and for- 
ward until they were in the prow of the 
sub where the torpedo tubes were p!aced. 
Capen stepped cjose to them, swung one 
breech open and peered inside. He left the 
breech wide open and motioned Dave to have 
a look. 

"Abbott has an entirely new creation in 
those tubes," he explained. "He uses almost 
twice as much air to fire them as any other 
sub." 

Dave had to bend down to peer into the 
tubes. Suddenly the tights in the torpedo 
room winked out. Dave straightened up, 
reaching for his hip pocket and the gun bol- 
stered there. He heard a crunching sound and 
the thud of a hard blow. Someone brushed 




against him. A burly arm was wrapped around 
his neck and the assailant's other hand waa 
utilized in pinning Dave's arms to his sides. 
He was released a second later and intuition 
told him what would happen. He jerked his 
head to one side. The blow meant to crack 
his skull only glanced off his temple. He 
stumbled and fell to his knees. 




His assailant used his feet. One shoe 
clipped Dave a savage kick alongside the 
head. He fell Bat against the cold bottom of 
the sub. Dazed, he couldn't resist when he 
felt himself picked up. There was a slight 
creaking sound. He knew what that was. The 
breech of the torpedo tube was being opened 
wider, Feet first, he was thrust into the tube. 
Thoughts of the horrible death that would 



follow brought Dave back to his senses. He 
knew that the moment the breech closed, air 
would hiss into the tube. There would be a 
click and he would become a human pro- 
jectile, launched into the sea thirty or forty 
fathoms below the surface. Compression 
would kill him instantly. 

He grabbed the round edge of the tube and 
hung on. desperately fighting for strength: He 
heard the killer mutter beneath his breath. 
The breech of the tube swung shut and Dave 
almost screamed aloud at the agony when, the 
heavy piece of metal closed on his hand. 

With a last effort he pushed against the 
fareech. Sheer desperation lent him added 
Etrength. He managed to get both arms 
through. The killer growled curses, swung the 
breech wide and' prepared to slam it home. 
He stood a foot away. Dave drew back one 
arm as far as he coiild and shot a powerful 
blow to the pit of the stomach that loomed 
up in the darkness before him. The killer 
groaned, doubled up and backed away a step 
or two. Hastily Dave squirmed out of the 
tube. 

He heard someone run lightly across the 
steel floor. At the other end of tiie sub, the 
members of the crew were shouting in fear^ 
Then the lights flashed on mysterioijsly, Dave 
dragged himself across the floor toward a 
body that lay crumbled in a heap against the 
wall. It was Capen, the engineer. He stirred 
as Dave approached. 

"W — what happened?" He stroked a lump 
on his head. "I— I was struck— just after the 
lights went out," 

"So was I," Dave said brusquely. "And I 
was stuck into that torpedo tube you so hand-' 
ily opened. It was only pure luck that I'm 
not shooting through the water this minute. 
Did you see anything of the man who hit 
you ?" 

"All I saw was stars," Capen struggled to 
his feet and patted the lump on his head 
tenderly. "Who put out the lights is what I 
want to know." 

"Let's go back to the control room," Dave 
suggested. "And watch yourself from now on. 
Whoever tried to kill us may try again.-" 

Dave nursed his right hand as he walked 
behind Capen. There was a blue welt across 
the back of it. Suddenly Dave drew a sharp 
breath. Jay Connors' hand had been smashed 
— just as his own would have been crushed 
had the killer swung the breech home. Con- 
nors had been thrust into one of the torpedo 
tubes on the S-38, but his attempts to save 
himself had gone for nothing. The killer had 
slammed the breech closed, turned on the air 
and fired his human projectile into the water, 

Dave could feel tiny bedds of perspiration 
form on the back of his neck. The killer 
wouldn't stop now. He had to sink, this sub. 

The crew in the battery room were white 
with fear. Dave lined them up, questioned 
each one and learned that all had been in 
the battery' room when the lights winked off. 




He hurried to the control room. Abbott. 

hardlv able to walk through terror, was 
tottering toward tlie telephones. Bainter, the 
navigator, was at the periscope. 

"We can't stay down here." Bainter said 
tensely. "We'll all be killed. Those lights 
didn't go off for nothing." 

"You're right they didn't." Capen put in. 
"Somebody slugged me and tried to use 
Lieutenant Dean as a torpedo." 

"Was everyone in this room when the lights 
wient out?" Dave demanded. 

Commander Evans spoke first "No one ex- 
cept myself was in here. The others were on 
an inspection tour of the number one port 
ballast tank. Abbott was showing them 
around." 

Abbott raised his worried face and looked 
into Dave's steady eyes. 

"You — you don't think I did it?" he asked 
in a quavering voice. "You don't think I — 
1 tried to kill you?" 

"Somebody did," Dave snapped. "And who- 
ever it was may try again. In case this sub 
sinks, are there any means of escaping from 

it?" 

Bainter, the navigator, stepped from his 

post at the periscope. 

Those who may be near the main hatch can 
get into it, one at a time. We can shoot air 
into it to hold back the sea when the top 
hatch is opened. It takes two minutes for 
each man to be released." 

■'And you are equipped with safety lungs. 



nose clips and all the other provisions meani 
to save the life of the man on his way to the 
surface?" 

"Of course," Bainter- said. "Every person 
aboard is provided with the lungs and clips. 
Yours is on that bench over there. Lieutenant. 
Sorry — I meant to point it out when you came 
aboard," 

Dave walked over to the Liench. There were 
a dozen of the devices njeant to save the lives 
of anyone trapped on the sub. He picked one 
up at random. It bore a tag with the name 
of Abbott on it. 

"1 think we ought to put it back," Abbott 
said nervously. "1 — I'm an old maa I couldn't 
stand another trip back to the surface with 
one of those lungs on." 

"Nonsense," Capen interjected. "If there is 
a killer aboard, he won't try to sink this sub 
unless he is certain he can get away himself. 
I move that all those safety lungs be kept 
under guard Without one. the man who at- 
tacked Lieutenant Connors and me would 
hardly dare to try any sabotage." 

Dave turned around with one of the masks 
in his hand "There isn't much use in depend- 
ing on these," he announced bluntly. "All but 
two of them are ruined The air tubes have 
been stopped up on some, broken on others. 
Should anyone try to reach the surface with 
one, of these over his mouth, he'd drown be- 
fore he was halfway up if the compression 
didn't get him lirst." 

(To be conlinuoii) 
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LOUIS, THE BOV K(N(rOF KflSPIflMA, Kfi5 BEEN 
KIDNfiPFD SyREUOLUnOMflRie^-CflPTfilHERIC 
HftCERT MUST FIHD THE KIN& OR ppy WITH HIS UFE 
TO APPEASE flMBiriOU5 CHANCELLOR t)ON STRUM EM 



■GUflRO'. R T0D0 50WlLLLEflUE 

iPOURTHEENTIREflRMV J THE PflLfiCE fiNOTHE „, 

IHTO THE CITY'. 5EARCW ; flR5ENflL UNPROTECT- ^ 

EUERVH0U5E! PATROL J EO, CHANCELLOR § 




ifluFTB 

]THE I 
ITECT- S 



STRUTT.yOUfiRE TO KEEP 
THE PRMV HIDDEN WITHIN 
THE PflLRCE GR0UH05. I 
SHALL BE ABSENT FOR A 
SHORT TIME 



IVES . SIR 1 






m^m^Ai^j>yj2 



l5fiwTHe flRMV LEflUINO, 
CHflNCeLLORO0N5TRUMEN. 
MO DOUBT VOU HftUF tfflRNED 
TWRT I flCTfD R&0IM5T VOUR 
0RDER5. 



y 




'/ 



you WILL TURN IHVOUR UNI- 
FORM. YOU WtUM0eRfiRRE5Tl 





# 




T 



PERHAPS IT WOULD INT£R- 
E5T VOU, SIR, TO SEE" WHRT 
15 HflPPEHIMfrOUTSIDFTHE 
.&fiTE5 ... 




m^? 




^ 



I 




IT'S B RFUOLUTION'. THE 
I WHOLE COUNTRY I5 TURN1N& 
flGftlNSTTWE KING'. 





v/^m^ 






CL«W 



THEy'LLKlLLMe.CflPTfllH 
IthEV'LL KILL all of U5! 

V0UMU5T5RUE ME'. 

50 U£ ME , SIR ! 



CHANCELLOR UON 5TRUt-ieH, 
YOU Hflye TIEDMVHfiNDS SV 
SENDlH&THEflRMyOWfiV, 
feUriWILL TRY'. 



ILL TRY'. i 
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WHAT CftNONEMflNDOfi&filNSTfiSEETHIHC 

MOB 1 COMTtnUEDMEXT ISSUE 




By 

OAUD RU??ELL 




IT'S T»ME TO 
GET. s-TAPre D. 
MD. MOORE , 



h V-.-'* 



OKAV, DICK, 
OWE THE 
WOPD. 




N 





TME SU&EPING, C/\T?AVAN AWAKeNS 
AND BECOMES A BEE-HIVE OI= 
ACTIVITY. THEV f^[5ePAt?& e'OR THE 
DAy:& JOUI^NEy OVER THE BURNING &ANO£ 




BE PAID TME USUAL 
VISIT By HAplR 
AND Hi& DE^tRT 
PIR/XTE-&, 



VES, BUT I'M 
CETTING. TIRED 
OF PftyiNGi 
TRIBUTE TO 
THEM ON EVER)' 
TRIP . 



f± 



TmE sum Rl&Ee AMD SHEDS ITi 
BRILLIANT L.IGHT OVEO SAND 
DUNES AND C ARA^VAKt ■ ^ 




gJEFORE UON&. A FEW TAUBEG.S, 
OP Pl_UNOeRER&, APPROACH THE 




ssz: 
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CHIEF HAFIR 
WISHES MONEy I 
POR PgOTECTIONj 



yr 



you TELL HAFIO 
THAT I'M NOT 
PAVING ANOTHER 
RED CENT FOR 
PROTECTION. HE 
CAN DO AS M& 
PLEASES ABOUT 




CHIEF HAFIR 
WILL NOT LIKE 
THA.T HE WILL 

BE VERy AMGPy. 



ME CAN JUMP 
IN A LAKE ,FOR 
, A LL t CARE/ 



WE CAN EXPECT 

TROUBLE, NOW. 
HAFIQ WONT LET 
US PASS WITHOUT 
A FIGHT. 



...M 



WE'LL HAVE TO 
FIGHT BACK/ 
WE'VE GOT TO 
STOP HIM , 
SOMETIME/ 




m^^^'^^^^¥^''r-^r-i^^-^^^^M^'^'t^^^ 




BETTER SAVE 
yOUPSELF . DICK 

^ 



y 



DONT vNORRli 
MR. MOOCE. 
WG'LL BOTH BE 
I, ALL RIGHT/ 




ALMOST BURIED IN THE. SAND, BOTH 
r^OORE AND DICK ESCAPE THE FUPV 
OF THE ATTACKING TAUREG&. 




^L 



I GUESS I SHOULD' 
HAVE PAID OFF 
AND SAVED THE 
CARAVftN . 



1 DON'T BLAME VOU, 
MR. MQOpe, SOMCBODV 
HA& TO HA.ve COUWv&E 
ENOUGH TO BUCK HAFIR 



I HAD ALL MV MOWey 
IN ONE OF TMOsg 

PACKS/ 

? 



LET'S MEAD FoPI 
THElP CAMP WE I 
May FIND AM 
OPPORTUNITy TO 
GiET SOriE OF 
)T BACK. 





SNCfeKlNG UP ON THE UN&U&PGCTING 
GUf^RDS, MOORE AND DiCK OVERPOWER 
Tm^M OUlCKUy. 




wnm ^ simm^mmimw ' -^m' ' 



WITM TH 
OUTFITS we CAM 
WALK Af?OUND 
WITHOUT BEING 
^RECOGNIZED, 






yEs., AND we 

mav'bg abue 

to locate 

the mqnev. 





HG-RE'S SOME 
COLD , MR.y^O ORE.! 



H»MMM THERE'S 

A LOT- r-IORE 
HERE THAN I 

HAD MUST 

ee PLUNDER 
P'ROM OTHER 
CARAVANEj / 






fHEy/ DPOP 
THOSE BAGS/ 

,„,s^ — — 



IT'S MOOPE, 
THE TRADEP/ 



T" 



so WE MEET 
AGAIN, EH.MOO PE.I 



YES, BUT 
THIS Wll_U 
BE THE LAST 
TI ME, HAFIR/ 



^ 




In A WILD DASH MOORE AND 
DICK SHOOT THEIR WAV OUT OF 
THE CAMP. 




WHEW.' THAT 
WAS ANAPROW 
ESCAPE/ 



^ 



IT WAS WELL WORTH 
THE TROUBLE , 
DICK, we HAVE 
ENOUGH GOLD TO 
PAV US FOR THE 

, ENTIRE C ARAVAN/ 

^ 




^- ^ ^ " — "" — "*""" "■ 

PAIVIDUSt»«*l?P^Bs HISTORY 




PRESIDENTS TAFT. WILSON AND HARDING. PREFERRED THE 
CAR OR CARRIAGE. BUT TEDDV ROOSEVELT AND CALVIN 
COOLIDGE LOVED HORSES. GENERAL PERSHIN&'S BIG STATUE 
WILL SHOW Hl/W SEATED ON A HORSE. 

ALEXANDER THE GREAT RODE BUCEPHALUS; NAPOLEON 
RODE MARENGO; THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON RODE COPENHAGEN; 
WASHINGTON RODE THE HANDSOME CHARGER NELSON, WHEN 
RECEIVING THE SURRENDER OF C0RNWALLI5' AR/*AY AT YORKTOWN, 

GENERAL ZACHARY TAYLOR WAS ALWAYS MOUNTED ONTHE 
WELL KNOWN HORSE.OLD WHITEY. GRANT.LOGAN.LEE.JACKSON. 
SHERMAN.SHERIDAN.AND LONGSTREET.ALL LOVED HORSES 
AND WERE GOOD HORSEMEN.THE HORSE HAS BEEN AN IMPOR- 
TANT FIGURE IN THE HISTORY OF THE WORLD. 



NaiBtmuHH 



GOOD NlOHTjAftY SWEET...ISHALUSEE VOU 
ON THE MORROW. 



H 




UNAWARE OF THE 

DANGER WHICH 

THREATENS. 



OH.SIR .THE PRINCESS 
HAS NOT BEEN IN HER 
ROOM ALL N16HT/ 



WHATSTHAT 
YOU SAY? 



SEARCH THE GROl 

WUST BE SOMEWHERE ABOUT/ 




LOOK.' THE FOOTPRINTS 
OF MANY ^^EN/ 






yES,SHE MUST 
HAVE BEEN 
CARRiEDOFF 
BY AKBAR AtSD 






SEND FOR ABDALUAH 
AT ONCE./ 








*fiDALLAH CHARGES THE HUGE 
BERPENT.BUT THE CREATURE 
UPSETS BOTH W\AN AND H0R6E V/ ITH 
A eWlSH OF HIS POWERFUL TAIL. 



\V. 






"/-..I 
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Vi/HILE THE GIGANTIC REPTILE 
BATTUES HIS FAITHFULL WHITE 
CHARSER ABDALLAH FINOS AN 
OPPORTUNITY TO INFLICT A FATAL THRUST. 




HE DOES NOT RiDE 
FAR BEFORE HF IS 
CONFRONTED BV A 
Gf&ANTlC /AONSTER, 




REAUSINftTHt HOPELESSNESS OF ENTCRIN& 

INTOCOWkBAT WITH JHIS NVASSIVE CREhTURE, 

AftDALLAH 

ATTEMPTS TO 

OUTWIT THE , 

DULLWONST£R. y ;7r^ 51 "5^ 







ABDAUAH LEADS THE UUSC 
WONSTER TO THE ED&EOFA 
CLIFF AND SUDDENLY SWERVES 
ASIDE.THECREATURE.UNABLE 
TOSTOP.PLUN&ESTO HIS 
.DESTRUCTION.. 





ATTEWiPTINS TO OUTSMART AKBAR, 
ABDALLAH FILLS A SACK WITH 
STONES AND SHELLS TO RESEWBLE 
A BA& OF GOLD. 





WITH A N\t&HTV HE AVE, ABDALLAH THROWS THE 
BAG OF R0CK6 RIGHT INTO AKBAR'S FACE AND- 




lTCHINGAHUOO into HISARWa, 
HE DASHES OUTOF THE CAVE. 



AKBAR RECOVERS INSTANTLV, FINDS THE Bft& 
CONTAINS ONLY ROCKS.AND GIVES CHASE, 







HtB /MAGNIFICENT STRENGTH AGILITY THE 
DECIDING FACTORS, ABDALL AH EMERGES 
VICTORIOUS FROM THE FIERCE BATTLE. 




ABDftLLAH.-YOU WILL LONG BE REfAEWBERED 
FORVOUR BRAVE DEED....VOU HAVE PROVED 
YOURSELF WORTHV OF rAV DAUGHTER. 



THANK YOU, 
KING BARBAR. 






Ri*'*«^«iM 



i HOPE IT^ 1 
BUOOp; f , ' 





ffcN WHEN I LOOK SWEET 
LIKE THIS, MA-IT MEANS 
LOVE // 



£f*OU<rH, 

YOUNG 

LAOV/ 




WHEN I MAKE A FACE LIKE tHI5, IT 
MEANS frET THEM CLOTHES OFP AN' 
GET TO BED OR I'LL Give VOU A 
DOSE OP CASTOR OIL AN' THAT WtLL 
GIVE YOU A NOTHER EXPRESSION.' 



MR. 

WHIPPLE 




HE 6ET5 RFTV cents// 
TMAT ADDIWO MflCHtNE 
CAW'T BE TMAT WRON&/ 




lb ALWAVS 



i j_ 



I THINK lU 
TAKE Voii .. 
DOWM NO*/' 



t^ 




ilWEY 






ftMD Ml^TER^URKiy GOfiEOiR ."I'M. FEELrNG 

AUGHTV QUEER ^ 

THAKK?<3IVrblG IW I? COMll^G AND THE 

B?>SMER? AXE l? KEAE; 

AND I'M the; FATTE9T TUEKCy-l'M THE 

FATTEf-T OF THE TUIQE. • 

r WI5H' THAT 1 WAS OLP AiTO THIM AK' 

HARBER THft^I A ROCK. 








THE PUP I?AN OFF AWi ?00N E£TURNED,Ti:9 

QUICKER THAU THE DUECE. 

AKD WITH A BOTTLE I^ HI? /ftOUTH THAT 

READ. "THI? WILL ■REDUC-E" 

'Now TAKE A SWIG OR TWO OF 'mK".Sftn>' 

DINKV WTTH A 9AMLE. 

'yOU'Li, LO!?E A VOZta -POUND? OR 90 TO 

*JC«T A LITTLE WHILE!: 




--'^^^M 



ALA? I FEAE-I ?00N qHftU 
THE Fft^MER<? PIATE. 

O UIKKY PUP WHAT CftN YOU DO TO SAVE 
AVE FROM THI? PATE:? 
SAID PINKV PUP, 'DON'T WORRy PAL AKD 
: CAUft YDUR EVERY FEAP,. 
THE HOLIDAYS' WILL COftiE AND <30 AtlD 
VOU WILL BE HERE.'' 




AM) WHElq THE 'SIQ XAY ROLLED AROUND, 

T-HE PAIIMER GOT A 'SHOCK, 

WHEiq HE CAME TO LA/ THE OOBBXER'? HEAD 

UPOU THE CriOPPlKG BLOaS, 

HE lOOK OtIE LOOK AKD CftlD, "HO HO. I'LL 

HAVE TO PASV VDU UP* 

YOU ARE TOD OLD AND THlK TO DIE . 'HE HEr] 

SMD DINKV lUP. 



(h*^ 



:®w 





BRIN4 M W A 
NICK PLATI or 
80UP- 







■ A LARGE THICK JUiCY 
6TEAK S/AOTHERED 
WITH ON IONS 



Y 




""'.-■?;?.. 






LETTUCE AND TOMATOES- 
A CUP OF COFFEE AND 
SOWE HOME WADE PIE. 



X 










IF WE HAD THAT IN 

THE PLACE I' EAT 

IT ff<.yS>£\.P! 
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A Fact 




JN THE. CIT/ OF BCUtMlM BR^tlL lTRfc?4& 
PIKYAPTLV EVER/ CW/ iOCT F015P. R /A. - 



V _--IB WSTWCI TC?Lt) ■babe.'. THE lOO 

yEftR OLD ELEPHANT IN TWC WMHlNfl- 

TON ZOO IF *,HE L&iO DOWM *HE WWLO 

Pie-THOUQU^IClf«,*,HE STftVEp OIH 

HER PEET FOP, K\ME VEAP-ii, THEN 

COULD STAND NO LONOtU- SHE LAID 

POWN AND POOW*TLV OIBO — 




_ NIMAl* TfcKE NWURALL-/ TO THE 

"WATea.VrtllLt HUWiAN*. /rtU*.T B6 mJOHT TO 



JLt V^ GBNERftUV Beueveo TWKT 
LIGHTNl^4Q WILL NOT 6TRl¥,E THROUQH 
A PANE OP QLAS9-P0KT BeuiEVE 
IT BECAU^a (T 'WILU - 



Wfte^uca': 



A 



y GREATEST 



C<nHU^ /f\aaap*ieL, 



ID< 



I AIN'T AFTER YER DOUGH, BUDDY- 
JES FORK OVER THOSE COPIES OF 
"FUNNY PmES " AND "FUNNY PICTURE 
STORIFS" MAGAZINES THAT YA 
GOT THERE / 




FUNNY 



FUNNY PICTURE 
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GREATEST BARGAIN 

IN TEN YEARS 



Remington 

fiOiSELESS 

Portable 






NOW 



A DAY! 



lO-DAV FREE TRIAL. Now for the firat time 
in history you can own a real Remington NOISE. 
LESS Portable (or only lOc a tiay or $3 a month. 
Think of it! The finest Remington Portable ever 
built at the lowest tenna we have ever offered. Every 
attachment needed for complete writing equipment— 
PLUS THE FAMOUS NOISELESS FEATURE, 
Brand new. Not rebuilt. Send coupon today. 

WE PAY ALL SHIPPING CHARGES. You 

don't risk a penny. We send this Remington Noise- 
less Portable direct from factory to you with TEN 
DAYS' FREE TRL\L. If you are not satisfied, send 
it back. 



FREE 

TYPING COURSE 




Wkh your K* ^ Reniin[ian Noi»lcu For- 

(flblr w« will Hnd you— ab^liirfly FRTE 

^m 19-pBEP course in lypirB- It leachog 

th? TaucK Syscpm. lued by aM Deport 

typitli. \\ i\ siitipL/ wriU^n and com- 

pletrly ilLuilfatpd. Inalruriiora ^tv » airiiplc as A. B, C. Lvtn d 

ctiLlil ran easily undr-r-^lani] WU inplhoiJ. A litiTe siudy unci ihe 

■veriiue peFW>n» child or vduU, btroniPB hiKinureil. Fallow Uiia 

cnumc durini (hp LD-Dny Trial I'triod wp B"*'« you wilh your 

(yjh-wriicr and you hill uunilcr v.>ty you cvrr luok Uiu [rouble lu 

•*'t\\t; IrllvrA by band. 
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KemitiRion Rand Tnc. Dept. 207-17 

465 Ws^hin^lon St., BufFalo. N. Y. 

FiftH \,\\ ma how ] ran f *T 1 nt« KFrnlnflon N&l«1fM I'-rtaUn typrw^iltr. 

tlUf /KLK tynlnf (uurii^ anil ^ JrryiPi cu«. fir only JUr a 4ayh Ahu Bfind Hie 

■tw bllUJtEalrd 4-alil1oCu<^ 

Wmi« ^_«^ - 

AMwi 

f^*f ^\ jif - ^ - 



MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 
10-DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER 



FACTORY TO YOU 



Tho CTH ol ill potJablq- ImAiInp % machine :^bt oppalw fn a 

whiifHir that removraalE limiiationADf t|mp or pl^cv- You cm 

write in a library, x aJch room, a PulLman berth wilhout ihp 
kli|lhi?<iL fear of dL4(urbJnK othtra- And in addition lo quiri. * 
BEipt^rb pfrlotmaiirc liiPrally mitcps lh« wordi Hci>m to flow 
Irom the marbine. Equipped wlrh bU aUacbmenis thai matte Tot 
compleLP wrLiint" tnuipmpuT, ihp RcmlnElon Nuiu-]«4a TorlahU 
producos manifcitdinE and alcnn^il ruiiinE a( truly eAcvptlonal 
character FurniishrdLnblLJcli ivithbhlnlnEchroniiuitiailaehmpnTa. 



SPECIFICATIONS. Standard 
Kfybnurd, FinUhed in cliaieninB 
blark with chromium alUchmFntB. 
TakfarEL]wr9.5]nch{!4wjd#. Wricci 
LinmG.Z IncheahidcSiindardtijiC. 
l£ yard ribbon. Maki-aup 10 7 v\v.\ix 
Irt^iblc I'liFbOTt^r IJai^k »pBi^rr Full 
gLzc plalcn. paper fingfiniH roLlfir 



type. Dlack liFy fM\\\ v^iih whiia 
Iptlfrnr Double nhid key and ahifc 
lock. RiaTil and left cafrlsiEO ff 
r^j?!,'' RJK>tLandltrEi:ylindprknah4^ 
Large cushion rjbbcr fi«E. Sinjflp 
nr double space adjuatinriiL AU 
the modern feacurPa plus NOISE- 
LESS opera lioHr 




MONEY- MAKING OPPORTUNmES OPEN. 

}lundfed9 of jubs ure halting fur jvLMiple wbo can typf. A 
tyjievriief helpa you pkii youf ideaa on paprr in lo»;ical. 
impfpnivi? lorm . , . helps you wrirr clear, undeniandaliTe 
vain reporTB, kllcrs, arliclea, fforiea. A RtmingtDn Por- 
table haa Biarled many a ^'ounC itian and woman on the 
road to aucceA^. 

A OIFT FOR ALL THE FAMILY, tf 3W w^nt i elli (or blrihdiy, 

CbfJMmas or Graduation . . . one Fatbrr, Mother, 

Sister or Drother will Uae and apprecialc for yeiira 

to come . . , give a Rcmineion Noiseless POrUbtp, 

Wc will HOTid a KcmLnglon NaiHfr« PoriBblo to 

■myonp you ntme, and you run dUI1 pay for it a( 

only lOc a day. Few Eifca are ^ unlvertally plcaa- 

iii[ aji m new'KrminEEon No^&(1p9B Portable. Write 

lodiy. 





FREE 



CARRYING CASE 



Al»o undct ihis new FurthanP Plnin ^iv will srnd you 
FREE wii^ ev*ry RprnlniiTon No1!m>I('-4 I'nrluhle ■■ 
jilfcial eurryinK Cart -sturdily built ol I-ply wood. 
This hdndAome cane in eovEted wiLh bEavy du I'ont 
fabric. The top ta remaved by one niuiton, leavinc 
the machine Hllarbrd (a ihp bu'jC- Thin makes 
it eafly (o uoe your lO-mliiKlon anywhcce— on kne^i, 
in cbalrs. on iraina. Don't detoy . . . Bcnd in the coupon for coniplcte dcTallit 
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The index cards reprinted here, listing this book's features and credits, are the 
work of the comic's owner, Jim Vadeboncoer Jr. and collaborator Names Ware. Jim, 
known to most as JVJ, has graciously made his incredible collection of books available 
to the world via a network of trusted scanners, who prepare these rare treasures for 
digital preservation and sharing with the world. Jim and Names are scholars who have 
Identified credits for work that was done in an era where credits were optional. Some 
of the information presented here is recorded nowhere else in print or on the net. 

This book was scanned by narfstar, an active member in communities where these 
cultural heirlooms are preserved, as well as sites such as the Grand Comic Database 
(www.gcd.com) where this knowledge is preserved and shared. Wicked cool guys, 1 & all. 
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Golden Age Comics 
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and The Digital Comic Museum 
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Visit them, support them, and 
contribute to the JVJ Postage 
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efforts to bring Public Domain 
treasures such as this to the 
public eye. 
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